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Furverted Info 
by Kyim Granger 


Happy New Year Furverts! Meow-Chirp! This is the first issue of the new year and the sixth issue overall. 1987 
was a fun year for Fur Fandom, but 1988 with all the events and the first aniversity of Furversion Fanzine at Baycon '88 
should make for an interesting time (and not in the chinese sense, either)! Well, on to business. 


Furversions East E 
Yes, there is about to be an east coast fanzine in production. Brian O'Connell of New York is starting it up. If you 
would like more information, like copy count and/or submissions poliocy, write him at his address listed on the Address 


page. 

> To raise funds to get Furversions East going, Brian is offering full color sharp copier prints of Cassie Burma. A 
black and white reproduction/preview of this print can be found on this issue's back cover (f it comes out well enough in 
B&W to print). These prints are available for $6 from Brian. All proceeds that do not cover the cost of reproduction go to 
the Furversions East printing fund. 


Color Art 

Kris Kreutzman has done it again. He submitted color artwork to be printed. As usual the printing fund can not 
afford to send everyone a color copy of it, so if you would like a copy of "Seketh and Robert” in full color, send $2 check 
or money order made out to Karl Maurer to the address on this issue's back page and | will include your copy in mailing 
issue seven to you. 

Note: Kris’ "Stop That" color copies are finally being made and will be sent out to those that ordered it, with this 
issue. Sorry about the delay. 


Furotica Calendar 

Speaking of delays, the Furotica Calendar that was supposed to come out in December of 1987 did not. It has 
been delayed due to lack of artwork. This one is supposed to contain the dirty stuff, and even though I do have enough to 
do it if | have too, it would be better if more than two artists’ work was in it. Come on, there must be enough of that stuff 
out there to make a calendar out of! If | get enough, by enough different artists to make it worth while, | will do it, 
otherwise it will have to wait until next year. 


Projects: 

T-Shirts 

Yes, there are going to be T-shirts made this year. But I need to hear from you as to what you would like to see 
on them. So far | have master artwork for a Cassie Burma T-shirt, Does this sound good to you? We are presently 
researching the cost of this product and will get back to you next issue. 


Grand Volume One 

This is the great compilation project. All issues of Furversion of the first volume (issues 1 to 8) will be re-printed 
with new artwork, a compilation cover, and whatever else fits. All in ONE item. We need all sorts of things for this one: A 
covert, illustrations for stories that were printed without illos the first time, and of course, More fill art! Contact me! 


Project:Furriverse 

This is a shared universe project concieved at the "Los Supper” on the final night of LosCon. It is a project where 
we can build a universe and share it. Write stories in it, draw art about it, that sort of thing. right now I am working on 
character, world, and species defination forms/sheets for this Project. We also need ideas on the sorts of things to put on 
the timeline. If you would like in on this project, send me mail! 


Convention Reports 

OryCon 

Yes, we had a Furry party at OryCon. And if you didn’t make it, you missed out on a really relaxed party. 
Someplace where you could relax and share some time with your fellow fur fans. 


LosCon 

Shew! This one was different. It was held in its own funtion room! We 
had lots of people until somewhat late at night, but it never got crowded, there 
was THAT much space. This party had a warm up (of sorts) Friday night, the 
real party Saturday night, and a Dead Puppy get together at a resturant called 
Foxy's on Sunday night. You will hear more on Sunday night and the things that 
came out of it, later in the year. This event will be often refered to as the "Los 
Supper”. 


Other Happenings 

The First San Francisco Bay Area Fur Meeting 

Yep, we did it. Seven of us that live in the SF Bay Area assembled at 
Kris’ and sort of had a mini-Furry party. All the things, from Animation watching 
to artwork, that is normally done at a Furry Party went on. We are hoping to do 
this again sometime near the end of January. Contact me if you want to come. 
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New Years Party - SF Bay Area 

We did it again. With the addition of Wolf and Tom from Southern California, and Lance and Steve from Northern 
California, we all got together and went crazy. Thursday was spent doing the usually Furry Party like things and then 
some, but Friday was special. Enmase went swarmed upon Marine World Africa U.S.A. in Vallejo, California. There, in the 
cold and wind we saw a number of our furry friends, including a snow leopard and a binturong. If there is room at the 
bottom of this page and they come out right, there will be pictures. 

This one lasted until late Saturday Night for some, others went home Saturday morning (like your's truly). 

It was loads of fun. Next year we are thinking of doing it in Southern California. 


Upcoming Events - Before Issue 7 

SF Bay Area Fur Meeting #2 

Sometime near the end of January, we are going to have another little get together. If you would like more 
information, contact me. 


Eclecticon 

This convention (I don't know if | spelled it right) will be happening in Febuary over President's Day weekend 
fomewhere in Sacrmento, California. | do not at this writing know where, but there are plans for a Furry Party, hopfully to 
be put on by Mark Merlino. From what I hear, this Should be a good convention. | will try to get more information, sa if 
there isn't a flyer for it included with this issue, contact me and | will tell you what I know. 


Upcoming Events - Beyond #7 

Here is a quick list of things that | know of that are happening after #7: 

Wonderful World of Comics #2 - Oakland California in Late April 

BayCon "88 - San Jose in late May (see flyer that was hopefully included with this issue) 
RoseCon - Oregon in June (see flyer) 

Westercon XXXXI - Phoenix, AZ on July 4th weekend. 

San Diego ComicCon - San Diego, CA in Augest 

NolaCon Il/WorldCon - New Orleans, LA , Sept 1-5 (See Flyer). 

OryCon ‘88 - Portland, OR in early November 

LosCon '88 - Pasadena, CA Thanksgiving Weekend. 


These are all conventions that some sort of get together will happen at. There WILL be Furry Parties at most of 
them. 


BAYCON ’88 
Any of you that wish to have YOUR art included in the Baycon program book or in Baycon updates, should 
contact Paul R. Dale at the address on the Address Page! He is the Art Director for the con! 


Address List 

Here it is again. Note that some of us have moved, and others have finally gotten their names on the list. If you 
know someone that might like to recieve a copy of this "zine, have them drop me some mail! Also, if you or someone you 
know on this list has a new address or the listing here is listed wrong, contact mel 

Paid subscribers: 25 
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Special Feature 
by Noel Tominack 


Before | begin, I'd like to apologize for a couple of things from my last article. 
First, | wrote it in 15 minutes and didn’t really pay much attention to what | was 
saying. Second, AEI #1 was supposed to be out at the time, but it was delayed in 
production. They should be available now and | guarantee that the ones after it will 
be a lot better. 


[Editors Note: The address to order Anthropomorphic Escorts, Inc. is: $1.50 to 
Herb Montes/Avitar Studios, PO BOX 3277, Freeport, TX 77541] 


AEI #1 has two separate stories. The first was a "prototype" story written in 
September 1986. It originally focused on John (the escort) but | later changed the 
scope to the entire escort service. When | wrote it | still hadn’t defined Monica's role 
as owner of the escort service, so she does some things (i.e. trying out an escort) 
that will seem out of character in later issues. Incidentally, when | changed her 
character | found | needed someone to do those things Monica no longer did. This 
led to the creation of Jeannette, who | will get to later. Brian didn't like the second 
and third storylines so after the first one they go in no particular order. 


The second story is called "Starcrossed" and was written around May 1987. It 
was one of the three scripts | wrote within a week using a screenplay style (a scene 
description, followed by the script and some directions). | thought it would be an 
interesting idea for an escort to choose between a call and concert and wind up 
calling on the person giving the concert. In retrospect, it would’ve been more 
interesting if the escort had skipped the call to go to the concert while his friend got 
the performer. But hey, | like happy endings. The performer was supposed to be 
something like Susana Hoffs of the Wilson sister's, not really sure how she came 
across. 


Okay, on to other things. This time around | have two character designs for a 
pair of wolves who work at the escort service -- Lyle Dahlgren and Jeannette Page. 
The interesting thing about them is how they interact. Lyle is in love but Jeannette 
just treats him like a sex object, and their relationship is also how wolves act 
together -- real intimate. Jeannette treats Lyle the way she does because they are 
both wolves and she knows what she can get away with. This sort of intimacy isn't 
there with other escorts. 


On the following pages will be character designs by Brian O'Connell for my two 
wolves, along with some statistical and personal information on them. If Kyim has 
room [And | do - Kyim] | will have a piece of script from my re-write of one of 
Brian’s scripts (which will never be used, my script, that is), and a memo to Brian 
with some information of how Monica and Jeannette should act. Next time | will go 
into some of AEI’s interesting details and other odd bits. Thanks for reading this 
article and | hope to get some feedback from you once AEI gets published. 
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NAME: Lyle Dahigren 
REAL NAME: same 

AGE: 26 

SPECIES: Wolf (Subdominant) 
JOB: 


Escort 
IOUS/OTHER JOB: 
Liaison officer 


PREVI 


Lyle Dahlgren is the only escort 
who is currently in the military. He 
acts as a liaison between off-world 
and Adyjan military groups. But most 
of the time he acts as a tour guide 
for visiting diplomats and military 
personal. He joined the escort 
service for the extra money, despite 
rules against working such jobs. On 
most calls he will go to the agency 
first to change into civilian clothes. 
However, some clients like him to 
arrive in uniform and on social calls 
he wears his dress uniform. He is a 
rather shy person though very 
obliging, this is what has made him 
something of a sex object since 
college. He is in love with Jeannette 
and will do just about anything for 
her (also because she is an alpha 
wolf). 


pages 


SHOVLEDN'T BE SEEN 
PENRLE Wiel TALK 


HEY, UR, WE 
pl RE TRS — 


THEY ALREADY ARE 


NAME: Jeannette Page 


REAL NAME: Jaretha LaCroix 
AGE: 31 (claims 27) 
SPECIES: Wolf (alpha) 
JOB: Night Operations 
Manager 
PREVIOUS/OTHER JOB: 
Accountant 
Bar Manager 


Jeannette originally worked through 
college as the manager of a popular 
bar while earning a degree in 
accounting. Soon afterwards she 
started at the escort service as an 
accountant and soon was handling 
sending out the escorts to clients along 
with finances. She has a heart of Gold 
but can be very manipulative if 
necessary. Jeannette gets along great 
with all the escorts and they have a lot 
of respect for her. The only one she 
really uses for personal uses is Lyle 
"Because he's kind of cute and he does 
what | tell him”. The affection they 
have for each other may be love but 
I'm not sure. 


LYLE Z 
SEANNETTE 


Ce 
CE 


SCENE 3. ESCORT'S ROOM. LYLE is by himself changing out of his uniform when 
JEANETTE comes in. 


LYLE 
Don't you ever knock? 
JEANETTE 
(smiling coyly) Why? 


Here, I have a call for you. (handing hima slip of paper, LYLE sits on the 
couch to read it) 


LYLE 
(looking at the paper) Human? I dunno Jeanette...really. 
JEANETTE 


Come on! female's female. I'ma little short-handed tonight and your the only 
canid I have free. 


LYLE 
I'ma little nervous about seeing a human 
JEANETTE 


(Bending over to talk to him face-to-face, Showing heavy cleavage) Please 
Lyle, it won't be that bad, I promise. (puts her hand on his shoulder). 


You're a nice guy--don't make me hurt you (she squeezes real hard) 


LYLE 
Aaaagh! Alright, I'll do it--for you. 
JEANETTE 
Thanks Dear, (gives hima quick kiss) 
LYLE 


(thinking) Why me? 


AEI. Copyright 1987, Noel Tominack and Brian O'Connell 


MEMO 


FROM: Noel Tominack, writer 

TO: Brian O'Connell, artist 

DATE: 12-13-87 

SUBJECT: Personalaties of Monica and Jeanette 


It seems that we have two very different ideas about how the main operators of 
the escort service should act. In order to to avoid "out-of-character" 
patterns in behavior and such, I will clarify how exactly they should act. 


Monica is a lot like Sydney Barrows, a real businesswoman; but I also teel Ms 
Barrow is particularly dull. Monica is more liberal than her inspiration. She 
is not offended easily and is actually fun to be around (at times). She will 
occasioinaly try out an escort who strikes her fancy (about 1 in 5). Monica 
does not go for anything really different sex-wise. As for clothes, she 

wears: Business outfits, "classic" patterns of clothes, simple yet provocative 
lingerie, ans she never, never wears pants. A final note, when drawing Monica 
for pin-ups, you can do Just about anything excpet 3 things. 1. Have her 
palying with herself, 2. have her with another woman, and 3. have her doing 
things with another guy doing something way out of character. 


Jeanette, on the other hand, you can do a lot more with. She can be just as 
businesslike as Monica, or a real Amazon. I want to make something clear about 
her, she is not a nymphomaniac or slut!!! Jeanette tends to be manipulative 
when she wants something, and may use sex to get it. She tries out the escort 
out once and thats it--unless she has to show them something. When she is 
"paid" an escort, she might use his other skills to her advantage (i.e., she 
might have a mechanical expert work on her car). The excpetion to this rule is 
Lyle. 


"I like Lyle, he's kind of cute and he does what I tell him". Since she is an 
alpha and he is a subdominant wolf, plus being in the military and used to 
taking orders, they get along great. Jeanette likes to have Lyle do things 
like give her massages, brush her tail, put his muzzle between her breasts 
and/or her buttocks, various oral sex, playful licking and fondling, suck on 
her toes, and bunch or other things I haven't thought of yet. Somtimes 
Jeanette will nip Lyle or some other not-so-nice things, but he puts up with it 
because he is in love with her even though she treats him like a sex object. 


Jeanette wears just about anything and you can draw her doing anything except 
heavy SOM stuff. Since siongs by Heart really fit her I suggest drawing her 
while listeniing to thier songs. 


Fianlly, let me define Monica and Jeanette's roles. Monica set up the 
operation, interviews clients and escorts, maintains records on both, and makes 
sure the business runs smoothly. Jeanette is in charage of night operations 
(matching and sending escorts to clients), handling the agency's finances and 
accounts, trying out new escorts, and handling any personel problems. Also, 
she may handle an occasional lesbian call as a favor to someone. 


This should help you when thinking about how to draw them and what to ad-lib on 
my scripts. If you have any questions or comments let me know. 
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Furry Art Showcase 


GEE, I DON'T 
MIND AT ALL FINDING 
A HORSE'S HEAD IN 
N MY BED IN THE 
MORNING... 


©1987 Speer! 
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We’re All Bozos on This Bus 
By Kay Shapero 


Well, it happened like this... 


We were all sitting around the briefing room 
conversing and generally wondering what the fates and 
the high command were going to send us this time for a 
captain, seeing as how our last one had reportedly 
vanished, screaming, into the night, when the door 
opened to admit a tall individual. A very tall individual. A 
fourteen foot tall individual. A fourteen foot tall Bjoran 
individual. With a vaguely sour look on his face. Lirarl, the 
biochemist, leaned over and whispered to me. "D'you 
suppose that’s him?” 


| whispered back. "If he is, | sure hope you brought 
enough dye..." 


Sure enough, he introduced himself as Gregor 
Gohkra, our new commander and proceeded to explain 
the details of our next mission, namely taking a look at 
the planets, if any, of a couple of stars and checking 
them for anything of interest. | must say that there is one 
thing for which | occasionally envy those overserious 
vulpine hotheads the Altani,and that is their telepathy, as 
it would have been interesting to see how much, if any, of 
the annoyance our new captain was trying to hide was 
due to something about the mission itself, and how much 
was duo to being picked to command a ship crewed 
entirely by H'Reli. | wonder what he did to deserve US. 


The ship went into Jump with no problems past the 
usual accompaniment of urping crewmembers. Including 
the captain - entertaining, that, considering the leger 
cast-iron stomachs possessed by the Bjora. But then, 
nobody ever quite gets used to Jump nausea. Once the 
ship was safely underway, there were a few lays before 
anything of interest happened, thus giving Lirarl and me 
plenty of time to coat part of the back inside section of 
the captain’s spacesuit with a colorless substance 
guaranteed to dye that portion of his fur brilliant yellow. 
All for naught, alas, for when we did encounter something 

and he ordered everyone into suits, he wore the one 
from his cabin locker instead. We hadn't gotten to that 
one, since the lock on his cabin had thus far proven 
impossible for me to pick. Anyway, the emergency in 
question involved the presence of four other ships, one 
large, and the rest small. Upon contacting them, we found 
that they were Hegemonic, a liner and three scatterships, 
respectively, crewed largely by Altani. The positions of 
two of the scatterships as they approached our general 
area would have made things perfect for a slalom run, but 
the captain, the spoilsport, wouldn't let me try it. How 
am | supposed to maintain my reputation as a hot pilot if | 
never get to try anything interesting? Oh, well, | suppose 
the Altani might have decided to be obnoxious about it - 
they do get upset at the strangest things. 


| suppose I'd better introduce the rest of us. The 
commander, you already know about, and the 
biochemist. I'm Yealurowluro, the pilot (and part-time 
communications officer), and the others on this trip were 
as follows: 


Silurow - Power systems engineer 
Lawaro - geologist 

Aryialo  - electrical engineer 
Rawlaow - astrogator 


Ailurowlurr - geologist and medical expert 
Sawalaro - weapons expert 
Wailuro - survival expert 


The ship itself was designated with some long string of 
numbers and letters that I'm not going to bore you with, but 
we always called it "The Boomerang" because, as Lirarl put 
it "No matter how many times you throw it away, it always 
comes back and hits you in the back of the head...", which, 
judging by the assignments we've drawn is probably the 
opinion of the High Command. Some people have no sense 
of humor. 


Several days later, about thirteen silvery ovoids, each 
somewhat smaller than our ship, turned up and arranged 
themselves about the Jump drive pilons. | slowed down a 
bit for a closer look at which point one of them moved 
forward and nudged the hull (I nudged the whateveritwas 
back, eliciting an annoyed look from the captain), then 
dropped back when we sped up. So I tried to contact it and 
it replied with something that overloaded the 
communications gear and blew out part of the board 
(eliciting another annoyed look from the captain). We 
finally guessed that they were a small variety of space 
whale (space dolphins?) who merely wanted to ride our 
shock wave for a while. Eventually, they left, too fast for 
me to try longer range communications. To the relief of 
Aryialo, who had just finished fixing the gear. 


And Lirarl and | had a conference. 
He - "Figured out the lock on the captain's cabin yet?” 
Me - "Nope. Looks like we can’t get at his spacesuits, 
sigh.” 
o - "What'll we do, then?” 
Me - "Lesee... What does he have, or where does he go 
that he can't lock up or guard?” 
In unison - "The Head!" 


Few crews can have watched their captains's every 
move quite as much as we did for the next few hours. But 
at last, he was observed entering the aforementioned 
facility, we waited 10 seconds, and | hit the gravity switch. 
Immediately, the 5 second warning sounded, followed by 
the loss of all gravity. And | waited another 10 seconds, 
then switched it on again, figuring that while the gravity 
on/off warning usually gives people time to brace 
themselves, in this case... Well, while none of us ever found 
out precisely what happened in there, he did take a rather 
long time to come out again. 


And on to the first system, with the captain, who of 
course had no idea exactly who had pulled the deck out 
from under him, somewhat annoyed with all of us. Naturally 
giving all those who weren't in on the gag plenty of 
incentive to come up with their own. 


Prime candidate for the most interesting object in the 
system of the first star was a planet located in the 
habitable range, complete with plants, animals, water and 
so forth. Mapping from polar orbit showed a big magnetic 
anomaly which turned out to be 9 miles of very wreaked 
spaceship, so we went down to look at it, landing about 5 
miles away in a forest clearing, due to the usual captainly 
paranoia. 


Speaking of captainly paranoia, it soon became obvious 
that, since | was the only decent pilot on board, | was not 
going to be allowed to go over to the wreck with any of the 
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exploratory teams. After being stuck inside this undersized 
flying object for over a week, tool The party that did go 
included Wailuro, as survival type, and Lirarl on one grav 
sled, plus Lawaro and Aryialo in another. At least they did 
carry remote cameras so that the rest of us could see 
what was going on. The wrecked ship appeared to have 
been designed for beings considerably taller than the 
captain(!), about twenty feet to be precise, a judgement 
confirmed by the discovery of a humanoid skeleton in the 
remains of a rubberish outfit, while otherwise nothing 
much of interest turned up. 

While all of this was at least mildly amusing, being 
stuck inside was a considerable annoyance, so | pretended 
to be off to the head, instead went aft where nobody was 
likely to spot me, got out a light environmental suit as did 
Sawalaro, who had joined me somehow on route, ducked 
out the airlock and spent about 15 minutes looking about, 
keeping well out of view from the bridge. While it was 
hardly as pleasant as being outside on a planet where we 
didn't need suits and could breathe fresh air, it still helped 
ease the irritance of being stuck inside so long. Apparently 
15 minutes was long enough for the captain to get 
suspicious, because we returned inside barely in time to 
respond to a roll-call. | dare say the captain may have 
found it suspicious that we answered from the place we 
did, but he could hardly prove anything. 


And the exploratory team found a still functioning 
artifact - i.e. a twenty foot tall, operational Security robot 
which took an immediate dislike to them. Deactivating it 
was an interesting experience, to say the least, but they 
did manage it, then asked if the captain would please send 
a couple more grav sleds out so they could bring the thing, 
and the skeleton, back to the ship. 


"Captain?" | inquired, hopefully. 
"Nor 


And he proceeded to send Sawalaro and Srilurow (the 
latter in scout grade powered armor), instead. Grrrr. 


While they were headed out, | took advantage of a 
couple of free minutes and left the bridge, this time for the 
captain's cabin. As | hadn't managed to pick the lock, | 
poured epoxy into it instead. We'd see if he liked being 
locked out as little as I did being locked in. 


They had just loaded up the robot plus the skeleton, 
when another robot turned up, just as pugnacious as the 
last one... This time, the resulting fight munged one grav 
sled, Lirarl's left arm (sliced right off), and everyone's 
peace of mind. It also left the captain with a problem, 
namely who to send out with Ailurowlurr, who was the 
closest thing to a medical officer we had on board. 


"Look", | said, "I'll wear powered armor. I'll wear 
MARAUDER armor, for crying out loud. If anything bothers 
me, I'll personally sling it into orbit!” 

"Oh, all right.” 

So I finally got out to the ship after all. It was marginally 
more interesting seen close up. And the flight out and back 
was no trouble at all. 

Several hours out from the planet, the captain decided 
to go to his cabin with results that were heard all over the 
ship. Marvelous stuff, epoxy. | think Ailurowlurr was about 
to go offer him a firmer to use as a cutting torch, when the 
captain solved the problem by ripping the door off its 
hinges. Bjoran muscles are pretty good, too. 


The next few hours were spent replacing the door at 
the captain's orders while he sat in his room so we 
wouldn't do anything to the contents. 


Another conference. 

Me - "Well, he's learning.” 

Aryialo - "Maybe. But while he's in there, he can't watch 
us out here. As long as he's going to ripping doors up, let's 
make this one as flimsy as possible.” 

Me - "You do that, while | make up about a dozen 
duplicate keys.” 

After all, he hadn't said NOT t 


The first planet of the next system was a rather 
scorched bit of rock entirely too close to the primary for my 
tastes. We took the usual mess of pictures and departed for 
the planet number three taking three *urp* jumps. 


Figuring that it was about time to branch out from 
physical practical jokes, | next acquired a bottle of beer 
from Srilurow when he wasn't looking (he was spending 
most of his free time bugging the captain's quarters while 
the latter was on the bridge), wrapped it up nicely, put a tag 
on it addressed to the captain, and left it on his acceleration 
couch, Where in due course he found it and unwrapped it 
with such caution that | was almost sorry | HADN'T used 
contact paper. Eyeing the enclosed bottle as though he 
expected it to explode momentarily, he thanked us all, 
patted Aryialo on the head and removed the beer carefully 
to his cabin. | hoped he would have great fun trying to figure 
out what was wrong with it since, unless Srilurow was 
booby-trapping his private stock, nothing was. Mind games, 
anyone? 


The planet looked like something one might actually 
care to live on. Certainly someone had, for a temperature 
anomaly we noted from orbit proved to be a ruined city 
which was especially good at soaking up the sun's heat and 
reradiating it at right. We landed five miles away, as usual. | 
glanced at the captain, hopefully. 


"Forget it" 
Sigh. 


The exploration team consisted of two grav sleds; one 
containing Wailuro and Ailurowlurr, the other Sawalaro and 
a lot of equipment. All three were in scout armor (the 
lightest form of powered armor), while Srilurow, who wasn't 
even going along, was ordered to stand by in marauder 
armor (two more steps along the scale between suit and 
ship) at the ship in case of trouble. Once again, they carried 
cameras so we could see what was going on. There was 
little to see but buildings and indecipherable street signs (all 
duly recorded), until Wailuro spotted a car parked on one of 
the streets. He investigated, pulling at the door which 
promptly and enthusiastically came off in his hand. 


| glanced over at Rowlaow. "Think the captain's been 
giving lessons?” 

| was universally ignored as Wailuro reported a life form 
inside which closely resembled a twelve legged tarantula, 
and attempted to catch it in a specimen container. Skitter, 
skitter, skitter, WHAP, skitter, skitter, skitter, WHAP... it 
took him three tries to catch the thing, by which time most 
of us were betting on the spider. 


A couple of hours later, they reached the center of the 
city, to find a building in somewhat better shape than those 
they’d seen earlier. It was about twenty or thirty feet tall, 
with huge double doors which showed no interest in 
opening until someone poured penetrating oil on the frozen 
hinges. Inside the building appeared more like three 
hundred feet tall, leading us eventually to the conclusion 
that power sufficient to operate holographic projectors was 
still on. 
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Next morning, the exploration team went back out to the building, suited as before (with poor Srilurow still standing by 
in marauder armor, back at the ship) and investigated, finding inside a central dais with a head-setted chair on it, in 
which latter Ailurowlurr had to be prevented from sitting. General poking around located a shaft beneath the dais leading 
down into a lot of gadgetry associated with a power plant, as well as a lot of little thingies closely resembling robotic 
versions of that spider (not that there's much difference, at that). So they closed it up and continued looking around. 


Something of a lull having come up, | decided that this was a good time to slip the hygroscopic stuff Lirarl had given 
me (stuff starts as a powder, but absorbs enough from the air to get really slimy in a few hours) into the captain's bed. 
Unfortunately, the captain proved to be ON it when | opened the door with my copy of the key. Oops... 


AAN 
AN 


"Hi there", | observed brightly. "You seem to have left your key in the hall and I thought I'd bring it back to you." 
He silently fished out his key and showed it to me. 
"Well, | found this one in the corridor...” 


This met with notable lack of belief, and the captain promptly confiscated the key and started in on a rather 
comprehensive lecture on the subject of my perfidious doings. | stood there admiring his oratory for a while, then handed him 
a dagger and exposed my throat. He broke off in mid- harangue with the most beautiful double-take I'd seen in a long time, 
paused a second, then took the dagger, grinned, said something about that not being necessary and held up one hand. His 
claws, unlike the dagger, not being rubber, | thoughtfully went elsewhere. 
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The captain turned up on the bridge shortly after I 
did and insisted on being given all of the duplicate keys. 
| think he got most of them, at that, but it was at this 
point that we were distracted by what was going on out 
at the exploration site. Since the captain had carefully 
ordered that no one was to disturb, or especially to sit 
in the chair on the dais, Sawalaro, her curiosity finally 
getting the upper hand had sat ON it. 


And quickly sprang back off of it again, with a glazed 
expression. Seems that not only did the thing increase 
the psionic capabilities of anyone using it for as long as 
they did so, it also increased them exponentially for 
every second of operation. With all the new data being 
piled on her each second, she'd been lucky to keep her 
sanity. At least the effect did no seem to last once she 
got off again. Predictably, the captain ordered everyone 
out of the building. 

Elsewhere, the explorers found a skeleton. Sort of. 
Well, a couple of bones. Fortunately, they also found 
what appeared to be a library with five paintings of the 
locals, who resembled six foot teddy bears 
(mini-Bjora?), and LOTS of books. 760 of the latter were 
removed very carefully so as not to let them fall apart, 
and brought back to the ship. 


And, after debriefing, Sawalaro went straight to the 
brig. The captain ordered the rest of us not to smuggle 
anything in to her, which is probably why Ailurowlurr, 
having already sneaked her a handfull of keys to the brig 

(don't ask me where she got them *snicker*) promptly 
retired to the food facilities out of sight of the captain 
and concocted an entire platefull of fancy hors d'oerves, 
then brought them down to the brig. She was about the 
hand them to Sawalaro, when the captain, who'd been 
watching the whole thing from the brig surveillance 
equipment remotes hit a switch, causing the door to the 
next cell to swing open. Ailurowlurr took the hint, gave 
half of the hors d'oerves to Sawalaro, and proceeded 
into the next cell with the rest of them. | hope she 
didn't mind Sawalaro's flute practice. 


We finished mapping the planet and departed, to 
spot something about eighteen feet long and missilish 
with a stylized bird figure painted on it, falling into the 
system on a hyperbolic curve. Tracing its path 
backwards, we figured it might have come from the first 
system we looked at. At any rate, while we didn't know 
for sure what it was, it did give off rather more radiation 
than the background, so we settled for nudging it into a 
stable orbit with the tractors and left it. Let someone 
else try to figure it out if Fleet was really that curious, 


Shortly thereafter, it became apparent that Srilurow 
wasn't the only one who'd bugged the captain’s 
quarters, for the captain returned to his cabin to find a 
large sample of Bjoran pornographic art on one wall of 
the corridor, speakers inside his room broadcasting 
bawdy Bjoran music, plus a small, but active device 
squirting Bjoran pheremones into the air. The captain 
may or may not have been amused, but he DID 
promptly give his cabin a through going over, removing 
ALL of the bugs, speaker, cameras etc., etc. Sigh. He 
also found Srilurow's device for spreading a nice little 
cloud of harmless, but stenchful smoke (rather like 
burning insulation) which cloud was promptly gobbled up 
by the air filters. 


We didn't see much of interest on the way back with 
the exception of six small ships we didn’t recognize - we 
left them alone, they left us alone; plus an Altani 
armored scout with whom we exchanged howdies. It can 
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be fun to ses the expression on an Altani's face when s/he 
realizes there's a H'Reli on the other end of the 
conversation. 


A few hours from our destination, the captain decided 
to hold suit drill, presumably with malice aforethought, for 
the suits smelled even worse than usual. Of course, none 
of us said anything, with the exception of Srilurow, who 
promptly asked "Captain, have you been putting air 
freshener in the suits? Mine smells much better than that 
marauder armor did.” 


When drill was over, it soon became obvious that the 
smell was going to linger in our fur for quite a while, even 
for Aryialo who'd noticed the stench and switched quickly 
into the suit in his cabin locker. So we all took to hanging 
around the captain until he got sufficiently annoyed to 
order us to go wash up. Which we did, and noticed that, 
thanks to the suits, everyone by Aryialo, Lirarl (in sick 
bay), and the two in the brig now had tails brightly colored 
in various shades of photographic dye (mine was cyan). 
Which gave me an idea, so | got hold of various dyes and, 
rather than try and dye my tail to match the rest of me, 
patterned the rest of my fur. This caught on beautifully, 
and the good ship Boomerang soon had the most 
Technicolor crew in space. 


The rest of the trip was rather hectic, what with 
various members of the crew trying to pull something 
equally interesting on the captain, who wasn't venturing 
out of his cabin without his suit, but soon we were 
sufficiently busy with approach that nobody had time for 
anything sneaky. I did have hopes for the frictionless goop 
I spread on the captain;s acceleration couch, but when he 
came out for final approach he wasn't wearing his suit for 
a change and managed to notice it before he sat down. 
Oh well. It did cause him to go back to his cabin for the 
landing, so after we touched down, Aryialo and | sloshed 
the rest of the frictionless lubricant down the hall outside 
of his door. | hear it took him an hour to get out... 


And that, my friend, is how this fad got started. Now, 
would you prefer your ears pink or international orange? 


ARTET 
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Granger Starcat 
by 
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Kyim Granger 


Imperial Empire Space (late 20th Century Earthtime) 


(The Aryllani are a bipedal felinod species with three fingers and a thumb and 
four toed feet. They are plantigrade and have retractile claws on all four 


Name: Granger "Starcat" 
Origin: 
Species:Aryllani 

extremities.) 
Sox: Male 
Age: 20 
Height: 5'o" 
Weight: 440 Ibs 
Fur: 
Eye: Blue-green 
Hair Length: 


Tail Length: 39 inches 


Summary of personality: 

Starcat is a very outgoing person. He likes to 
make friends and chase after his lady love, the 
Aryllani female, Angora. He is not particurly 
selfconscious and loves to converse with people. But 
serious he is not, that would take all the fun out of 
life. And like most of his race he is hedonistic, 
seeking those pleasures that can be gained in life. 


Sexual characteristics: 

Starcat is hertosexual, perfering the female sex, 
but not minding sharing now and then. His attitude 
towards sex is a simple one. If it feels good and hurts 
no one.... He is not at this time monogamous, but 
should his lady love decide to settle down and let him 
catch her for an extened length of time, he might 
think about it....nah! He believes that sex is just 
another means of having fun, nothing really special, 
unless it is with friends or loved ones. THEN it takes 
on special meaning! 

Starcat is very experienced in sexual matters. He 
was trained by the Imperial Empire's best trainers to 
be the best slave an Imperial credit could buy. He 
knows almost every method and position, even ones 
that are only enjoyable for really strange and 
demented types. He didn't enjoy that devient stuff, 
but when you are a slave, you obey, and he has 
scars on his back for those times he didn’t and his 
masters/mistresses still got their pleasures. 


What he does... 

Mostly Starcat searches the country for Angora, 
who seems to be too busy to settle down in one place 
for very long. She's rich and he, well, can't seem to 
hold onto money for very long. 

When he's not chasing after her, he is mostly likly 
being with friends or stumbling across a few people 
that are chasing him. DoD opertive George James 
Cutters and a Ninja named Sashimi are a couple of 
those. 

He also keeps a rather large collection of T-Shirts. 
Eighty, each different, and he’s always looking for 
more. 


Light Orange-Brown with Golden Brown strips and hair. 
Almost shoulder length. Full and mane-like if not controlled 


No, he doesn’t really do anything for a living, 
maybe that’s why he never has any money. 


Friends: 

Amoungst his friends are Ben, the human that 
helped him at the Science Fiction Convention near 
where Starcat's spaceship crashed. Ben took Starcat 
with him back to his home in South Pasadena. Gave 
him a place to stay whenever he's in the area. Ben's 
roommate, Mark is also counted amoung Starcat's 
friends. 

But Starcat’s greatest friend is Angora. She came 
to Earth two long years before Starcat's escape from 
Imperial Empire space. He found out about her at a 
special screening of a movie she was in, at that 
Science Fiction Convention in Phoenix. Starcat has 
been chasing after her and romping around with her 
ever since. 


His ambitions and goals: 

You might be surprised, but being with Angora 
forever isn't his only goal. He also has another one 
that he has put on the back burner until such time as 
he can get off this little blue-green world. 

He has a large goal in mind. He wishes to free 
each and every one of his people that are slaves, find 
the Aryllani a new homeworld, out of Imperial reach 
and get the race headed back to greatness. 
Backtothe way they were before the Imperials 
defeated them and made them slaves. 


What are his problems and how are they going to get 
worse: 

His problems are rather simple. Try to get Angora 
to stay in one place long enough to tell her about his 
dreams. Then finding a way off this fun little world. 
Hurry up NASA! 

How will it get worse? Well the Imperials DO 
know where he is. And they also know about Angora. 
They have this little thing about Aryllani freely 
breeding. So they've sent this team of oppertives..... 
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Escape, 


Part 1 


by Shanon Von Otter 


Finally a chance to tell our story. | intend to leave a 
copy of this with our friends, Dr. and Mrs. Martin, here in 
Chapman, Nebraska. | plan to continue to record our 
happenings along the way to New York City, but at least 
this part of our story will be told. 

| suppose to give the full story, | should go back to the 
origins of the Garner Institute of Genetics (GIG). Dr. Bruce 
Garner got his start at G tech working as a lab 
technician. When he saw the power locked up inside 
genes, he decided that he would learn all he could about 
genetics and use his knowledge for the benefit of all 
mankind. 

He got his education both at Harvard Medical School 
and in the Genetech labs. In due time, he was promoted 
until he was a senior project coordinator. He realized that 
finally he had the chance to use his education the way he 
wanted to. No longer would he work solely on projects 
that had a good profit margin. The next week, after 
getting fired, he went out to set up his own lab. 

Funding was difficult to find, especially for someone 
who was more than willing to say that profits meant 
nothing to him. Finally, however, he was approached by a 
representative of a company who said his ideals were 
refreshing and offered to set him up. He leaped at the idea 
and soon he was set up outside of Grand Island, 
Nebraska, just about 20 kilometers from here. 

What Dr. Garner didn't realize was that the man who 
approached was working for a company that was nothing 
more than a front set up by some of the more right-wing 
elements in the Pentagon. The lab they were setting him 
up in was an old biotoxic warfare lab. And they had plans 
of their own for him. Boy did they have plans! 

Anyway, they set him up and provided him with 
funding and let him work. Every now and then they would 
send over one of their own people and recommend that 
person for ajob. Every once in a while they would 
recommend a project like the time they asked if he could 
make a series of organisms that could provide food for a 
closed ecology. "For people in Ethiopia and the like,” they 
said; for secret military bases and space platforms they 
meant. 

Then one day they suggested that it might be 
possible to engineer creatures to be used for dangerous 
and repetitive tasks to free humans for more enlightened 
pursuits, He said that would be nothing more than slavery 
and refused to allow his lab to have anything to do with 
such a project. They pointed out that it was their lab and 
that they were paying the bills so that they would decide 
what the lab would and would not work on. At that Dr. 
Garner stormed from the office with the intent of 
informing the press as to what these monsters were up to. 
He never made it. One of the security guards shot him 
before he even got close to the phone. 

After that, security got very tight around the lab and 
research became much more concentrated with the idea 
of creating super soldiers in mind. A few people tried to 
leave the lab, but they never made it. If they were 
important, they were forced to stay. And if they weren't, 
they were killed. 

One of the first projects of the new administration was 
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to see if it was possible to give human level intellect to a 
lower creature. They analyzed the genes of humans and 
several other primates in an effort to determine which 
genes brought about the more fully developed cerebral 
cortex for higher thought process, the development of the 
speech center to allow for true communication, and the 
other physiological differences that make humans what 
they are instead of merely hairless apes. They took those 
genes and injected them into fertilized white rat ova. After 
many tries, what they finally got was a white rat that grew 
to near human size, could talk and could reason similar to a 
human child. The creature also had a development rate 
similar to that of an ordinary white rat, a bit slower, but 
much faster than a human. But the biggest single problem 
was that the creature was still governed by overpowering 
instincts. 

The next generation of experimentation attempted to 
at least override the instincts, to remove them, or 
preferably to replace them with different ones. This series 
resulted in the two panda recombs that became guards at 
GIG. They were quite intelligent. but the scientists had 
overcompensated and Lisa and Paul weren't quite as quick 
mentally as had been desired. They had fast reflexes and 
were quite strong and took to weapons training like a fish 
to water, but if they ran into a situation that they hadn't 
been prepared for, they never did very well. 

Finally one of the chief scientists suggested that they 
start with basically ordinary human chromosomes and work 
from their to improve reflexes, strength, intelligence, etc. 
It was pointed out that if the genetic source code was 
purely human, then antidiscrimination laws might be 
applied and we couldn't be treated like animals. So the 
scientists finally decided to completely map human 
genetics and then build up the chromosomes from the 
genetic material of lower animals as much as possible. 

From this came the four of us, so | guess it's about 
time | introduced us. My name is Shanon and my basic form 
was taken from that of various species of otters. | have 
golden-brown fur and | am fairly quick and strong, not like 
Andy or Terry, but I'll get to them later. There is another 
otter type in our group, but his fur has more of a rust color 
to it. His name is Simon and he’s our leader. We were 
designed to be the thinkers, the planners, the brains behind 
the operation. This is a task that Simon does much better 
than | do, but then | was also supposed to be able to lend 
Andy and Terry support in a fight. Basically | was the 
safety for the group. If anything happened to anyone, | 
should be able to handle their job. 

Andy and Terry were designed from tiger stock. Their 
fur is a duller orange than that of real tigers, almost a 
brown with black streaks. This gives them much better 
camouflage ability versus color vision. They also have a 
strength to mass ratio similar to an ant and the reflex 
speed of a cockroach. They were also given a minimal 
instinct set involving various combat techniques and 
retractable claws. Very deadly combination in combat. 

We were assembled using the most advanced gene 
splicing technology available. We were allowed to grow in 
petri dishes for several w s and then transferred to 
artificial wombs to complete our development. After we 


were deemed sufficiently developed to be taken off the 
complete life support of the artificial womb, we were 
"born". After our "birth" we were raised in a fairly clinical 
environment. The technicians that tended to us all wore 
white enviro- suits so that we wouldn't bond to any of 
them, we were allowed only to bond with each other. | 
think that has something to do with why we are all so 
close. 

Anyway, we were given the best of education in any 
subject we wanted as long as it would have something to 
do with our combat ability. Weapons training, strength 
conditioning, gymnastics, military history and theory were 
all required. From that we had free reign: sociology, world 
history, languages, some sciences and the mathematics 
required to make full use of them were all subjects that we 
chose to take, either singularly or as a group. From this 
education we discovered a concept that was new to us, 
freedom. Freedom to decide where to go, what to be, how 
to live, in general, it seemed to us that we had a right to 
say if we wanted to be soldiers and fight for these people 
or not. When we decided that we had had enough and said 
that we wanted out, our choice for areas of study became 
tightly restricted and certain topics, like freedom, became 
completely taboo. 

It was at this point that we decided that it was time to 
do something about our current situation. We talked it 
over with Paul and Lisa, but they didn't seem to get the 
idea of freedom. They were willing to help us get 
information so that we could plan our escape, after all, 
they had never been told not to. We heard about a place 
called New York City where there were other people 
making creatures like us who were allowing them to have 
freedom. We decided that we would go there and see if 
we could get help from them. 

One evening, when we were as prepared as we could 
be, we asked Lisa and Paul one last time if they would like 
to come with us, but they said that they would have to 
check with Dr. Richardson, the new facility chief. We knew 
then that we had to move fast, if the administration found 
out what we were up to, we wouldn't have a chance. Andy 
led the way, Simon and | followed close behind, and Terry 
brought up the rear. Andy threw subtlety to the wind as he 
tucked his head and crashed full speed through the doors 
of the lab. When we got outside, we all broke for a section 
of the fence that was near some woods where we had 
received reconnaissance training and Andy aimed for the 
gate. As he hit it, the chain snapped and we were free. 

Unfortunately, by this time the administration was 
reacting. We knew we were fast and didn't think we had 
anything to worry about. Just then, Terry tripped and fell. | 
stopped to help her up and as | stooped over, I felt a 
burning pain in my right shoulder. | looked up and there 
were Paul and Lisa firing at us with their rifles and guards 
pouring out of all the buildings. We knew we couldn't stop 
now. 

We ran through the woods until Andy could orient on 
the river and then we started to trot downstream. Simon 
figured that would be the best way to find a town to get 
help for me. We ran about 20 kilometers until we came 
here, the small town of Chapman. At this point Terry took 
over, after all, she was our best tracker. It was getting dark 
so we weren't too worried. She did a circuit around town to 
ses if she could sniff out a doctor. Soon she had found our 
soon-to-be-friend, Dr. Martin. She approached him and 
asked if he would help us. He said he would be glad to 
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help, but he thought it best if we stayed out of sight as 
much as possible, a sentiment that Terry felt strongly 
herself. He suggested that we go to his house and started 
to give Terry directions, but she cut him off. She asked if 
he would give her a general idea of where his house was 
and asked that he go there quickly. He did and she 
returned to us and found his house by scent, a job made 
much easier by the fact she knew where to look. 

After we got there, he checked me over and decided 
that he needed to operate. He took me into a room that 
he had converted into a mini-operating room. His wife 
came in to be the anesthesiologist and that is about the 
last thing | remember from that night. | woke up late the 
next afternoon all bandaged up. Dr. Martin came in and 
told me that | was the most remarkable patient he had 
ever seen. He said that normally he would expect for a 
patient to take a couple of weeks to heal, but he thought 
that I might be ready to travel in a couple of days. 


Well, it’s been five days now and we are about ready 
to leave. Terry has grown quite attached to Dr. and Mrs. 
Martin and she plans to be the child they never had. I'm 
not quite sure how to describe how close they have 
become, but it's quite similar to the bonding that we all 
experienced back at GIG. 

Dr. Martin has a cousin in Fremont, about 150 
kilometers down the Platte River and he is going to loan 
us his canoe. His cousin will drive us to Portsmouth, lowa, 
after we get to Fremont.. That will really help a lot to 


make up for the time we've lost letting me heal. I'll have 
to come back here later and thank Dr. Martin more 
properly. 


Well, I've got to close here so we can get this copied 
and get going. | hope we make it. 


Yer-an'zr 
BEATS DRAGIN! 


MERRY (Lare > 
CHRISTMA», GANG!! 
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CAUGHT IN THE ACT 
By Celon the Fox 


| always knew that Lynn would get me in trouble. She 
means well, but she just doesn't consider the 
consequences of her actions. | mean, like last night, 


e-- 
I'm getting ahead of myself. Here's how it went down 
(ahem): 


Lynn called me about eight in the evening. She said 
something about her boyfriend being out for the evening, 
and being lonely, with nothing to do. That's just Lynn 
being Lynn... she's always teasing, making innuendos, 
things like that. Nothing ever comes of it, though. Terry 
(that's Lynn's boyfriend... a wolf, y'know) and | were 
friends, and | knew there wouldn't be any problem if | 
pestered Lynn for a while. So, | grabbed my keys and my 
helmet and rode my Yamaha over to Lynn's place. 

She answered the door in a bathrobe which was barely 
adequate to cover her up. Nice... Terry was a damn lucky 
fellow. I'd always had a thing for raccoons, but Terry had 
found her first... oh, well. It's not like | was completely 
infatuated with her, but always in the back of my mind 
there was the thought... but | digress. 

"Well, are you going to stand out there and stare at my 
boobs or are you going to come in?” She put her fists on 
her hips and looked annoyed, God, she was sexy! She 
knew the effect she was having, because after a moment 
a giggle escaped her. 

“You're right... | think I'll come in and stare at your 
boobs instead.” | pulled off my helmet and stepped inside. 
The smell of chocolate was in the air, and | smacked my 
chops: "Who's cooking?” 

m, silly. Just a cake mix... 
cal ing decadent.” 

"Suits you," | replied with a leer. 

"You letcherous fox!" She suddenly reached forward 
and pinched my nipple though my shirt. | yipped, and 
swatted her derriere. 

"Letch yourself?” 

"Awww... it's more fun with two!” 

"Only two? What an underachieverf 

“Letchr 

That is pretty typical for a conversation with Lynn. 

For a while we killed time, eating her cake and 
watching movies on cable. We were sitting together on 
Lynn's couch... a HUGE thing with overstuffed cushions 
which Lynn had strewn with smaller pillows. All this time, 
I couldn't help but notice her... she was sitting with her 
legs tucked under her and leaning on the back of the 
couch. The robe was lifted up by the position, exposing 
her pretty rump. | was getting seriously distracted. 

She looked over, and noticed the direction of my gaze. 
With mock modesty she tugged at her robe, completely 
failing to cover her behind. She smiled, running a finger 
along the edge of the robe, toying with the fur on her hip. 
Unnoticed, the movie on the TV ended. 

"Movie's over, Foxy. What do you wanna do now?" 

That TEASE! | shifted in my seat, trying to conceal 
the bulge in my pants. | was trying desperately to keep 
my cool, but was having difficulty. 

"Something tells me you wouldn't be interested in a 


. | was hungry for 


game of chess...” 

"No," she said. She leaned forward until she was on her 
hands and knees, her muzzle only inches from mine. "I've 
got a better idea.” She reached gently for my jaw. | 
flinched slightly at her touch. 

"Uh... wouldn't Terry be a bit upset if..." 

"Oh, don’t worry. He won't be back for hours, and...” 
Her voice trailed away as she glanced between my legs. 
My state of arousal was plain. "...l can tell it's something 
we both want,” she whispered. Her hand trailed down my 
jaw, down my chest, across my belly, stopping on my belt 
buckle. "Please?" 

I couldn't reply. Thoughts raced around in my head... 
desire... fear... what if Terry finds out... My body, though, 
was already responding. | found myself stroking the fur on 
her chest, while she slowly unbuckled my belt. 

God, but this was UNREAL. 

Shortly we were nude, having undressed each other. 
She was already wet when | reached between her legs, 
stroking the short fur surrounding her vulva. Kneeling on 
the couch, we embraced. | started nibbling on her neck 
while she slowly stroked my penis. Our breathing was 
heavy and loud now, and a moan escaped her as | shifted 
my nibbling down to her breasts. She placed her hands on 
my shoulders, pulling me down on top of her as she 
reclined. Her eyes were closed as her hips rocked under 


“Please,” she whispered, “| want you in me...” 
My heart was racing as | lifted my hips, positioning 
myself. With one hand | reached down and spread her 
open, moving her tail aside. Slowly | eased forward. When 
the tip of my penis touched her, | thrusted hard, entering 


it up and down, . Lobliged, feeling the 
pressures of orgasm building in us both. | held her close as 
her sounds of ecstasy incresed in volume. | felt her nails 
digging into my pelt, and after a moment she threw her 
head back. | felt the muscles of her vagina spasming as 
she came. 

After a moment she relaxed, breathing deeply. | 
continued slowly, gently thrusting. It wouldn't be long now 
before my orgasm, | could tell. | felt her hand on my back, 
caressing me gently... 

Something was wrong. It occurred to me that her 
hands were both still on my backside. | looked up quickly, 
and nearly died when | saw Terry's face. 

He was kneeling behind the couch, with his hand on my 
back. His expression was... odd. | froze, unable to think of 
anything to say or do. 

"Well done, little fox,” he said in his husky baritone. He 
looked down at Lynn. "Did you enjoy yourself, my love?" | 
looked at her also. There was alittle smile on her face as 
she nodded. This was NOT the reaction | expected from 
someone who has been caught cheating on her lover. 

| started to disengage myself from her, but his hand 
held me in place. Terry was much larger and stronger than 
I was, and | could not resist. 

"Just a moment, little fox. There is a price for borrowed 
pleasures... a price you must now pay.” He stood and 
walked around the couch. Through my apprehension | 
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noticed he was wearing only a pair of cut-offs, through 
which I could see that he too was aroused. Keeping his 
hand on my back, he knelt beside me. My heart was in 
my throat. | knew that if he wanted to hurt me, | would not 
be able to defend myself. 

I felt Lynn's hands move to the front of my hips, and 
she gently pushed me up onto all fours. She smiled at me 
and said "Don't worry... you'll be okay.” She slid herself 
out from under me, the pressure of Terry's hand on my 
back preventing me from moving. 

She got to her feet and went over to Terry, kneeling 
behind him. He turned his head to face her, and they 
kissed. Her hands carressed his crotch, and a moment 
later she had unzipped his shorts and pulled them down. 
Terry's erect penis stood out, the light reflecting off of its 
smooth surface. There was a drop of wetness on the tip. 
She stroked him lightly for a moment. 

"I think our guest is waiting, my love," Lynn said. Terry 
nodded and stood. His hand moved down my back, and he 
grasped the base of my tail and lifted, pulling my rear into 
the air. He knelt on the couch behind me. With a surge of 
fear | realized what he was going to do. But I could not 
break his grip on me. 

He spread my cheecks with his other hand. | felt him 
move forward. When his penis touched my anus | began 
trembling violently. 

"Oh, look, he’s scared,” Lynn said. She knelt next to 
me and took my hand. "Don't worry... it's all right... tell us if 
you really don't want to..." 

My voice had left me. | don't know what | would have 
said, had speech been possible. Terry paused a moment, 
then pressed forward. | gasped as | was entered. He 
pushed past the resistance of my muscles. There was a 
brief moment of pain as he slid all the way in, then he was 
slowly rocking back and forth. His hands left my tail and 
slid down around my waist. With his great strength he 
pulled me to him, and | felt his fingers caressing my balls 
and penis. He was thrusting steadily now, sliding in and 
out of me. 

My body reacted on its own. | found myself pressing 
against him as wave of pleasure filled me. The fear of 
being mounted was replaced by the desire for more. | was 
surprised at my feelings... | WANTED him in me, wanted 
him deeper. | began whimpering as the excitement grew. | 
had never felt anything like this before, and | loved it. 

Lynn reached down and grasped the head of my penis, 
squeezing in time with Terry’s thrusts. | could hear a low 
growl, almost a purr, coming from him. Glancing back, | 
saw that his eyes were closed and his head was lashing 
from side to side. His hands tightened on my organs as his 
thrusts became more insistent. He was going to come in 
me... and | wanted him to. 

His thrusting was almost violent now. | was being 
shoved roughly back and forth, but it felt so good... 
Suddenly, he threw back his head and howled. | could fee! 
the streams of come filling me... could feel the pulsing of 
his penis as it rubbed inside me. It was too much. With a 
yelp | too came, covering Lynn's hand with my white fluid. 
Pulses of great pleasure radiated from my anus. | had 
never had an orgasm as... deep as this. | was almost 
crying in my ecstasy, and | felt Lynn's teeth upon my 
throat as she nibbled. 

1 must have blacked out, for my next memory is waking 
with my head in Terry's lap. He looked down and smiled 
as | struggled to sit up. He helped me up, then suddenly 
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pulled me close and kissed me on the mouth. Without 
hesitation | responded, holding him tightly. It just didn't 
occur to me that | was kissing another male... somehow, it 
didn't matter. 

After a moment we separated. | looked into his face 
and saw a slight smile. 

"I take it you enjoyed our... encounter, little fox?" 

"1... | don't know what to say, |...” 

Terry grinned, showing massive, white teeth. "Blame 
Lynn. This was her idea, you know. She was sure she 
could seduce you, and..." | could swear he was blushing! 
"and we were both attracted to you. You're a sexy little 
thing... especially when you're caught off guard.” He 
laughed. "You should have seen your face when you saw 
mel It was great!” 

All three of us laughed. Lynn, I could see, was wearing 
that robe again, playing the tease. | pointed my finger at 
her. 

"Youl You little... | ought to put you over my knee 


and... 

"Yes?" she said, brightening. "And?" 

"Urf,” | said as Terry tickled my balls. 

"Urf'? Is that the best you can come up with? Such 
an underachiever!" 

“I'll show you 'underachiever’...” 

That's what happened, so help me God. I stayed the 
rest of the night, making love, getting to know them 
better than I had dreamed possible. Terry says he wants 
this to be a regular thing... and I'll admit it, I'm hooked. | 
never thought I'd do something like that, but hey! These 
surprises are what life's all about. Those two crazy, horny 
people gave me something I'll always treasure, and could 
never repay. 

I love it. 


The Seat of the Problem... 
by Sylys Sable 


"I'm going into the bedroom to make myself more 
comfortable,” Brian said. That sounded like a good idea 
to me too, so | followed. | kept an eye on him while we 
both stripped down to our underware. He really turned me 
onl... 

"I dig the Bronx zoo, thanks for joining me,” | said, 
trying not to stare. "| am very happy that you could spend 
so much of your leave with me.” 

"No problem." he answered casually. "I like you, Sy, 
and | like doing things with you. Your fun to be around, 
and you don't mind going back to places you've been 
before. | mean, if you like a particular place, why shouldn't 
you go back and enjoy it again?” 

"My sentiments exactly..." | agreed. "| enjoy your 
company too. | sort of consider you my East Coast 
mi that is if you don’t mind,” | added. 

"Not at all, Sy. Being away from your loved ones can 
be real hard on a person.” He looked right at me and 
smiled. | felt a little shiver run up my spine. "I'm glad | can 
help a good friend like you. Besides, we're a great team. | 
think we've walked over a hundred miles, seen every site, 
shopped in every store and eaten in every Italian and 
Oriental restarant and hot dog stand in greater New York 
city!” He flopped back on the bed with His feet still on the 
floor. | went over and stood between his legs, placed my 
hands on either side of him and leaned over him. Muzzel 
to muzzel, | looked him right in the eye. 

"Brian," | said firmly, "tell me the truth, do I turn you 
on even half as much as you turn me on...or the rest of the 
world population for that matter?" He looked at me with 
disbelief, then suddenly grinned. 

"I think you're neat, Sy.." he started to say, then 
changed the subject. "Do you really think people notice 
me all that much?" There was a tone of mock-sincerity in 
his voice, like he was going along with a joke. | stood up 
quickly, placed my hands on my hips and stared at him. 

"Who are you trying to kid?” I snapped, sounding 
much more angry then | actually was. "Everywhere we go 
people are gawking at you with their tongues hanging out. 
You can't convince me that you aren't aware of it..heck, 
they probably wouldn't look at you that way if you didn't 
flaunt it so!" Brian sat up and pointed to his chest while 
mouthing "who, me?" "Yes, you.” I continued. "You are 
always showing off. The way you walk, how you stand, 
everything you do says 'l'm available." 

"Oh, come-on,” he said with a slight whimper. "I'm not 
all that bad, am 1?” he stood up and folded his arms, his 
tail coiling in a pile at his feet. He lowered his head and 
looked up at me. Soooo cute... struggled to regain my 
composure. 

"Yes, you are.” | attempted to sound firm, but my 
voice cracked. "It wouldn't be so bad, with all the ‘posing’ 
and ‘choreography’ you go thru; but do you always put so 
much effort into showing off your...well..best asset?” 

"Well, Sy,” Brian spoke with a small voice. "Whatever 
do you mean?” 

"You know very well what | mean," | answered. "Your 
butt...Your rear-end...tush...whatever you call it." | grabbed 
his tail about a foot from the base and tried to lift it. He 
raised that beautiful furry monster off the floor and flipped 
it over his head, exposing his tight, round subject of 
discussion. | gulped loudly and continued. "I mean, you've 
got this gorgeous tail (and what a tail! Makes mine look 
like a feather-duster..) so people are already looking in 
your direction. But, that isn't enough. Then you got to 
sway your hips when you walk; and arch your back...and 
wiggle. You should be ashamed of yourself” 

"Gee, you really think I'm all that bad?" | nodded 


affirmative. He shrugged. "I like being attractive... guess | 
Just didn't realize what | was doing. | like being looked at.” 
He put his hands behind his back and paced across the 
room and back. "I don't know what | could do about it. It's 
sort of a habit, maybe a bad one. I don’t know if | can 
change something | hardly notice." He looked at me as if 
seeking advice, then smiled slightly. 

"I think that's a cop-out, Brian.” | said sternly. "You 
know what you're doing. Behaving like that in public is 
rather childish. You should be capable of a little 
self-discipline.” 

"| don't know...” he looked thoughtful. "I would probably 
need someone or something to remind me.” My mind took 
in all he was saying, and came up with a crazy idea, | shook 
my head and sat on the bed. | looked up at the handsome 
Silkie and pointed at him. 

"What you need, my spoiled young Silkie, is for 
someone to put you across their knee and ‘remind’ you.” | 
said slowly..."right on the seat of the problem!" he looked 
shocked, and then grinned. 

"Spank me?” he laughed. "You and who else?" He put 
his hands on his hips and stared down at me. 

"Oh, it doesn't work that way, Brian." | explained, using 
my best ‘expert’ tone of voice. "You know what the problem 
is, and you have to want to solve it. You have to ‘submit’ to 
your just punishment, otherwise it won't do any good.” | 
stood up and looked him in the eyes. "And I know you would 
never go for that! You're just not the submissive type.” 

"Well, you're certainly right there, Sy.” Brian placed his 
hands on my shoulders. "I'm sorry if it bothers you, the way 
l act in public. I'll try not to be so...obvious, but | doubt if I 
can change." He spun around, grabbing his pants with his 
tail-fingers. "Let's get dressed and go get some dinner." | 
agreed and gathered my clothes. 

After dinner | stopped back at Brian's place for a bit 
before | headed home. We had dinner at a nice cafe in the 
Village, and needless to say, Brian made quite a scene. 
"Were you paying any attention at all when we talked this 
afternoon?" | asked him, rather annoyed. "| mean, that one 
guy tried to pick you up. He wanted you to dump me and go 
with him!" As | stood in the open doorway, he took my 
hand. 

"Oh, that's alright, Sy. | would have insistes that you 
come along,” Brian said, laughing. “I'm sorry," ke added, 
more seriously. "I am incorrigible. | probably could use a 
good taking down...and maybe I'll get it. Someday." We 
said our good-nights and | headed home, wondering if what 
he said was true. 


+++ 

The following week Brian and | were together a lot, a 
his bl t exhibitionism continuzd. In fact, it s ed worse 
than ever. | didn't say anything, but on many occasions 
after a particularly outrageous display, he would glance at 
me with sort of a helpless expression, then smile. It was 
really starting to bug 

Thursday evening was one of the few nights that we 
had nothing planned. | was laying in bed reading when the 
phone rang. "Hi, Sylys," a familiar voice answered, "this is 
Brian. | was wondering whether you were going to be home 
tonight? ...'d like to come over.” i asi:ed him if | could meet 
him somewhere, but he just said te stay put. "I'll ba right 
there,” he added. "Ey: 

| have to admit, 
after what seemed to be an eternity, | heard a quiet tap on 
the dour. Although we had spent a lot of time with each 
other, we wern't close, that is in a physical sense. We sort 
of teased each other, but that's as far as it went. There was 
something in his tone of voice, excitement, yet hesitation. It 
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has me climbing the walls! | hurried to let him in. He 
slipped in quietly, followed by yards of exceedingly fluffy 
black tail. He must have been preening for hours! 

"Well..Hi," he said with hesitation. "Sylys..uh, what's 
new?" | told him nothing much. He was wearing one of his 
outfits; red psudo jeans and a silver-grey shirt, both made 
out of a slick satiny material. They fit so tight that every 
curve of his sleek body was shown in perfect 
definition...even his nipples. The way he looked in that 
get-up made me want to grit my teeth. "I just came over 
to ask you something...why don't you sit down,” he offered. 
I sat on the bed. He stood there with his hands clasped in 
front of him, head down, avoiding my eyes. "I havn't been 
doing well lately, have 1?" he said softly. "I mean with the 
showing-off. I'm surprised you will still go out with me.” 1 
started to answer, but held back. 

The room got real quiet for a moment, then he spoke. 
"Sylys, | was wondering, could you explain to me how 
this...uh,” he hesitated for a long time. "How would this 
„Spanking thing work...” his voice dropped to almost a 
whisper. The way he looked and the way he was acting 
was having a profound effect on me. | was finding it hard 
to breathe, and that wasn't the only thing | was finding 
hard! 

I reached up and took hold of his hand, and squeezed 
it a bit. He looked down at me, sheepishly. "Well, Brian,” | 
choked, trying to catch my breath. "When you've decided 
that you want to accept the punishment for being bad, you 

(since you are an adult) would go to the person and tell 
them that you wanted a spanking. Then that person would 
tell you what to do. And since you trusted that person, and 
deserved the punishment, you would do whatever the 
person said; or the punishment would be more severe. The 
person would not really hurt you because he cares for you 
so much. It's the act of submission that makes the 
punishment work to help you solve the problem,” | added, 
thinking carefully. he stood there, holding my hand and 
breathing hard for a long time. 


"Sylsy..." he finally said, with a shudder in his voice. "I 
deserve a...spanking...and | want you to do it now...” his 
voice trailed off. | let go of his hand. My heart was 
pounding. Boy, was he putting on a great show! 

"OK, Brian," | said, as firmly as | could manage, 
considering | was trembling and could barely breathe. 
"First | want you to strip...completely.” | had never seen 
the sexy silkie completely nude, so | thought I'd better not 
pass up the chance. Brian started to unfasten his pants, 
then stopped. "Brian, you realize that if you don't do what 
I say, the punishment will be worse,” | reminded him. He 
nodded affirmative, but made no other move to undress. | 
finally got the picture... "Allright, | will just have to strip 
you myself,” | said standing up. He stood perfectly still as | 
undid his pants in front, reaching around his waist and 
fumbled with the Velero strap above his tail. Then | raised 
his hands above his head. While he held them up, | pulled 
his shirt off, over his head. It tossled his freshly cleaned 
man and hair. God was he cute! | had to bite my lip to 
concentrate on the business at hand. | sat back down on 
the bed (before | fell down...) Brian clasped his hands 
above his head and stood up straight, like he was hanging 
by his arms. | tried not to notice as | slipped my hands 
down the back of his tight slacks to peel them off. | 
cupped his small, firm cheeks. His fur was like velvet! | 
eventually tore myself away from those soft globes, 
grabbed the front of his pants with both hands and tugged. 
The slick material moved easily over his fur as his pants 
dropped to his knees. | looked up. He was partially erect, 
already showing several delicious inches out o 
white-tufted pouch. | resisted the strong temptation to 
take him in my mouth. "Later..." | thought to myself. "I'm 
not going to let this beautiful creature get away...” 
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As | pushed his pants down to his ankles, | noticed the 
red tip of his great tail was visibly twitching. | lightly 
slapped his calf, and he stepped out of his pants, As | sat 
there, admiring the view, | got another idea. "Brian," | said 
in my best scolding tone. "| want you to turn around and 
show me just where your ‘problem’ is.” At first | thought 
he wasn't going to move, then suddenly he spun around 
on his toes, stopping with his back toward me. His tail 
swept around in a flowing follow-thru that would make a 
Disney animator cry! "Now, you know I can't see a thing 
with that furry boa in the way,” I snapped. "get that tail up! 
..and bend over a bit, while you're at it,” | added, as a 
shiver went up my spine. Like a giant serpent, Brian's tail 
moved up his back and over his head until the red tip 
brushed gently across his cheeks. He bent over, with his 
hands on his knees and looked at me, the bulk of his tail 
resting on his head with the tip on the floor in front of him. 
I think | was approaching a cute overload... looked back at 
the ‘problem area,’ now prominently displayed. | fixed my 
gaze for along time, occasionally glancing back to see 
the expression on Brian's face. The longer | stared, the 
more nervous he looked. | reached forward slowly and 
traced down his crack with my index-finger. He tensed up, 
trapping my finger. | inched it in a bit, and felt him move 
back...then withdrew suddenly, causing him to jerk. "So, 
this is what you're sooo proud of that you have to show it 
to everybody?" | asked, sarcastically. "Well, we'll see if 
you can't learn some manners with a little carefully 
applied..warmth.” 

| moved around to the corner of the bed, slid forward 
and patted my lap. Brian turned and stepped to a position 
beside me, his tail dragging behind him. | reached up, 
grabbed his arm just above the elbow and pulled him 
forward and down: guiding his now full erection between 
my slightly parted legs. I turned so he could lay his upper 
body on the bed beside me, while his legs hung off my lap. 
1 pushed his heavy tail to one side and flipped it up. | felt 
his muscles tightening, resisting slightly as | uncovered 
him. "Now, Brian." | scolded. He held his tail where | put 
it. | noticed the tip was twitching again...even more than 
before. | took my right hand and pressed firmly above the 
base of his tail, while snaking my left hand between his 
legs and squeezing his bag slightly. He instinctively arched 
his back and stretched his legs out, twisting his butt up 
into the perfect position for complete access. "Now, 
Brian,” | explained. "I want you to stay in this position. If 
you squirm and try to avoid me, or get your tail in the way, 
it will be a lot harder on you." I tried to make the 
statement sound like | really meant it, but in truth I didn't 
want to hurt Brian at all. | positively ached to make love to 
him. 


lease, Sylys," Brian whimpered. "Don't hurt me too 
bad..." He shifted slightly against my legs and I clamped 
my knees together, trapping his cock. | gulped...and 
decided that the time had come to get on with it. Ever so 
gently | brushed my fingers over his up-turned cheeks. He 
visibly tensed, | stroked back and forth, up and down the 
contours until he relaxed. ! then raised my hand high, and 
let it fall with a ‘clap’ on the center of one cheek. “Ow!” he 
exclaimed, jerking forward and bending his knees. | placed 
my hand on the base of his tail and he took the hint, 
carefully moving back to his most vulnerable position. 
When he was still again, | resumed stroking with my 
fingertips. He tightened up when | first touched him. | 
continued my gentle massage until he was relaxed again, 
then | gave him a good smack on the other cheek. He 
*yiped' and jerked slightly, but held his position. His firm 
butt was very sensitive. | gave both cheeks a through 
once-over, alternating the gentle stroking with single 
swats. Brian was quieter now, all warmed up so-to-speak, 
so | prepared to escalate my assault. 

I slipped my right arm around his waist and pushed 


down, holding him firmly. He twisted his head around and looked at me quizzically. "Now, Brian,” | said softly, "here is a 
first lesson for your proud bottom on how to act with dignity in public.” His expression changed, to one of slight fear. | felt 
a bit sorry for him when | saw that look, but he could get away from me any time he wanted. He was a lot stronger than 
me, and then there was that tail...he just lay still, his butt exposed and ready. | thought I felt him tremble a bit. My 
erection was trying it's best to escape my briefs. | should have taken them off before...Oh well, here goes... 

| readjusted him a bit, then began. First, one swat on one cheek, followed by one on the other cheek a few seconds 
later. Then | quickened the pace, alternating cheeks until | worked up a fast rhythm. As the pace increased, Brian found it 
harder to keep still, but he remembered my threat and kept his butt high and vulnerable. He was jerking around, that 
beautiful cock moving up and down between my clenched legs. When I heard him whimper between the swats, | slowed 
the pace, finally stopping. He turned his head and looked at me. He was panting slightly and it looked like there were 
tears in his eyes. He looked so cute and helpless | could feel my chest tighten. | wanted him sol 


He layed there a bit longer, then started to get up. | placed my hand between his shoulders and pushed him back down. 
Ho looked shocked. "Brian," | said firmly. "Did you forget that | had to strip you?" I felt a bit mean, but | wanted to see his 
reaction. He groaned softly and lay back down. | clamped my arm around him as he repositioned himself. "That's good,” | 
said as | rubbed his cheeks. They were warm to the touch. "Oh, my, but these are warm...not nearly warm enough though.” I 
raised my arm and began again, starting slow and speeding up. He started to buck as before, his cock sliding between my 
legs. Then I noticed that he was grunting softly between his whimpers and yips. | quickened the pace a bit, and his sounds 
became faster and more urgent. My hand was stinging, so | slowed the pace again. He continued to hump me rapidly. Getting 
the message, | started to accelerate again. His sounds became louder and more urgent as he approached his climax. | forced 
my legs together tighter and continued the spanking. "Yes, Brian,” | sighed. "Let go..." 

"Oh! Ol YYYYYYYYI he practically screamed as | felt his hot cum trickling down my legs. His body went limp and he 
panted. | lowered my arm, which was poised to give another swat, and gently massaged his hot cheeks. As he lay there | 
Just repeated his name, over and over ....After a bit he raised himself off my lap and stood up. Brian looked at me with a 
pouting expression as he rubbed his butt with one hand and wiped his eyes with the other. Suddenly he leaned forward, and 
Placing his hand on my chest, he pushed me back on the bed. | was still trying to recover myself, so | offered him no 
resistance as he stripped off my shorts. | had come about the same time he had, and was only partially erect. He knelt down, 
spreading my knees and cupped my balls in his hand. He lowered his head and licked my cock up and down, then taking it in 
his mouth he gently suckled me while caressing my balls. In no time at all | wes hard again. 

Sensing this, he let my cock slip from his mouth and moved over me. He pressed his cute muzzel to mine urgently, his 
sweet tongue met mine and they mingled. Then, suddenly he broke the kiss and leaped over me into the center of the bed. | 
turned to see him laying, spread-eagled on his stomach. n flipped that great fluffy tail up over his back and to one 
side, and arched his back until his beautiful butt was raised invitingly. 

"Take me, Sylys,” he practically pleaded. "Mate me now!" he panted, "wi I'm still warm..." | didn't need any further 
Prompting. | moved behind him and burried my tongue in his exposed, pink hole. He growled and rotated his hips against my 
mouth. | sat up and placed some saliva on the head of my bursting cock, then squating behind him, | placed the tip against 
him. Grabbing his thighs, | eased forward, into his warmth. | met only slight resistance as his sphincter opened for me, and | 
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‘sunk in to the hilt. 

"Oh, Brian...OH SLICK...I" | cried, "You're wonderful!" I 
pumped slowly as he rotated and humped against me; then 
| felt something brush against my legs and over my butt, 
causing me to tingle all over. He moved his tail up over my 
back, until I felt the tip brush my crack. | froze as Brian 
deftly worked his tail-fingers between my cheeks until he 
found his goal. | moaned as he started to prode me. As he 
went deeper, | started to buck wildly, picking up speed, 
thrusting into him faster and deeper still. As | pumped into 
his delicious ass, | watched him toss his head from side to 
side as he clawed at the covers. He growled, moaned, 
purred and whimpered in pure ecstasy. My mind was 
swimming, my body trembling uncontrollably. *!..l can't 
hold back,” I sobbed. "I can't..Brian...F 

"That's OK, Sy,” He panted, "c: . Come now...fill me 
with your sweet, hot cum...” | drove into him, slamming 
him flat on the bed and exploded. My body was rocked in a 
series of spasms as | pumped what seemed like gallons of 
cum into Brian's tight, wonderful hole. After what seemed 
about ten earth-shattering orgasms, my body went numb, 
and I dropped like a limp doll on top of him. 

"Oh, Brian...” | sobbed softly. "You're fantastic...i'm 
sorry | spanked you so hard...'m sorry if | pushed you too 
far...l*, sorry if | hurt you..” | babbled. "You're so beautiful... 
love you.." He eased over on his side, rolled over and took 
me in his arms. | hugged him back fiercely. "Oh, Brian..." | 
repeated over and over... 

"Sylys...that was very nic ie said softly. "You are a 
terrific lover. I'm sorry we didn't make love before.” He 
stroked my hair. "It's OK, you didn't hurt me. The spanking 
was a great turn-on. | never would have thought of that. 
My butt still feels warm...what a nice sensation.” He held 
me close and sighed deeply. "I love you too, you cuddly 
mink.” We lay there together and drifted toward that most 
wonderful sleep of after-glow. "You were right, Sy,” Brian 
said sleepily. "I do need a spanking sometime...” As | 
started to slip into a deep sleep he spoke. "..but you know, 
Sy, you're far from perfect yourself...” | felt a shiver of 
excitement, and a twinge in my crotch... as together, 
holding each other close, sleep found us. 


End 
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Format Notes: 
[1] following a heading indicates “idea”; a general concept. 
M following a heading indicates "visualization"; a particular picture. 


Sphinx 

A. Fellatio [V] 

Tit “How The Sphinx Ate Oedipus AFTER The 
Riddle’ 


Oedipus seated, half reclining, among the rocks. The 
sphinx is eagerly fellating him. She may have her front 
paws up on his knees. 

Or: (Consider pus standing, leaning against the 
rocks, the Sphinx's forepaws against the front of his 
thighs. To hold him in place?) 


B. Male Superior [V] 

Oedipus and the sphinx among the rocks. Oedipus is 
on his knees so that he can penetrate her. He is holding 
her tightly and nuzzling one breast. She has her rear legs 
spread and her fore legs holding him tightly. Her tail is 
caressing his back. Oedipus has deep scratches on his 
back. 


C. Rear Entry [V] 

Oedipus and the sphinx among the rocks. He is 
penetrating her from the rear, lion fashion. She is 
convexly arched; stretched, as though to get away. (A 
man's penis is much larger than a lion's.) However, her 
head is thrown back and her tail is wrapped tightly around 
his waist. 


Unicorns 

A. Notes 

Unicorns have basically the same equipment as horses 
with the additions of their horns. Their split hooves offer 
another possibility depending on how much sensitivity and 
control is imagined. 

(Goats, at least, have great sensitivity and control of 
their split hooves. However, hooves have no surface 
nerves and are usually rough edged (but could be 
smoothed or polished?)). 

Any visualization in which the unicorn horn acts as a 
dildo requires, of course, that it be blunt or protected, 


B. Group 
1. Unicorn and other Equine Myths [1] 
A unicorn of either sex having sex with anything 
else vaguely equine. 


2. Unicorn Menage A Trois [I] 
Three unicorns in any combination where the 
middle one uses its horn to satisfy the front one. 


C. Homosexuality 
1. The Vulgar Unicorn [V] 
A unicorn stallion with his head between his legs, 
fellating himself. Tim Hammell did this picture from the 
signboard of the inn of the same name in "Thieves World”. 
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D. With Humans 

1. Mare and Man [V] 

À nude man (he has cloth, as some simple garment, 
draped over part of him or alongside him) is reclining - at 
the base of a tree or knoll. He is being fellated by a unicorn 
mare. 

As she lips the head of his penis, he must draw back 
to keep the point of her horn from his heart. If the horn is 
very sharp, he may already have a spot of blood on his 
chest. His expression MUST be interpretable as EITHER the 
extreme pi asure/pain/tension before a climax or terror at 
the possibility of being impaled. 

It must be clear that the mare is only lipping his 
pens and not biting it. | would suggest that only the glans 

je inside her mouth. If it would not destroy the delicacy of 
her action, perhaps her tongue could protrude slightly, 
licking the backside of his shaft. 

The picture should be made so that a straight line 
could be drawn across the bottom and it would only appear 
that a reclining young man was being threatened by a 
unicorn at very close quarters. 

The man should be young, muscular, curly headed, 
good looking in a Greek way, with a good, but not dark tan, 

| see the unicorn as Arabian in configuration. 


2. Nude on Unicorn [V] 

This one is not blatantly sexual, but is erotic. 

A nude woman riding a unicorn stallion. There is no 
saddle or bridle. She is sitting side saddle. She is not shy or 
innocent, but sensual and knowing (somewhat 
challenging?). 

The unicorn is all stallion, He may be eyeing the 
viewer challengingly. 

The unicorn is white, the woman creamy tan with 
large, firm breasts, domed belly, and shapely hips, legs, and 
arms. Her face is faintly Spanish. Her hair is black, her eyes 
dark brown. 

The background is dark forest. The lighting is 
diffused, but direct enough to give dimension. It comes from 
above and behind the viewer. 

The picture may be in semi-closeup. If so, it 
probably does not show all of the unicorn and may not show 
all of the woman. If it does not show all of the unicorn, it 
does show his head, arched neck, and enough back for the 
woman to sit on. 

Another version would have the woman defiantly 
astride the unicorn. The white end of his mane could 
mingle with her black pubic hair. 


3. Stallion and One Woman [I] 
The woman is: 
i. Being penetrated by the horn, or 
ii. Enjoying cunnilingus while playing with the 
horn, or 
ii. masturbating or fellating the stallion. 


4. Stallion and Two Woman [I] 
Two woman enjoying opposite ends of a unicorn 
stallion. This could be interesting in an elegant indoor 


setting. 


5. Stallion and Virgin [V] 

A very startled looking unicorn stallion is standing 
in a meadow while the beautiful young woman he has 
come to investigate has thrown off most of her clothes 
and is passionately caressing him! 

(I have heard reports of a painting of a woman 
leaning against a unicorn stallion in a clearing. The unicorn 
is stretched out slightly in the "rocking horse" position 
with his head and half erect penis drooping. The woman 
looks very satisfied. She has semen running down her leg. 
The title is: After The Capture") 


6. Stallion, Mare, and Woman [I] 
The stallion mounts the mare who penetrates the 
woman with her horn. 


Winged Animals 

A. Dragons [V] 

Two dragons clutched belly to belly in the air. They are 
probably spouting fire and they have their tails entwined. 


B. Pegasai [V] 
A stallion with a prominent erection chasing a mare, 
whose tail is up in invitation, toward a landing place. 


Winged Humanoids 

A. Notes: 

Winged humans have the same sexual potentials as 
humans plus whatever can be done with their wings; bat, 
reptile, and insect as well as avian. Aerial sex between 
winged humans has much the same potential as between 
merpeople except that the fliers must spend energy to 
stay aloft. 


B. Fairies [1] 
1. Notes: 

Fairies have the same sex potential as humans 
plus their ability to fly. Their tiny size makes for some 
interesting contrasts with the wild flora and fauna as well 
as with humans. 


And that is it folks, the end of thi 


2. Fairies and Man [V] 

A naked man is lying in the grass. Many fairies, 
almost all female, are kissing and caressing him. One 
fairy is kissing him on the lips while another hovers with 
her legs spread, strying to persuade him to give her a lick. 
A male fairy is trying to sneak in for some fellatio. Several 
female fairies are clustered about his hands. More are 
clustered about his erection; petting it and caressing it 
with their bodies and wings. One is hovering over the 
glans, licking at a drop of pre-ejaculation semen. A male 
fairy is onthe ground near his testicles ruefully 
comparing the size of their erections. The man has an 
expression between bemusement and ecstasy. 


3. Fairies and Woman [V] 

A human woman is lying in the grass. She is not 
naked (she could be), but her clothes are thrown open so 
that she is completely exposed. Fairies of both sexes are 
flying around her, kissing and caressing her in all her 
erogenous zones. Several fairies are playing with her 
vulva and one male fairy is happily climaxing against her 
clitoris. Others are playing around her mouth. She is 
fellating two males and licking a female all at once. Other 
males are being creative about where they climax. One 
female is trying to get a nipple into her vagina. The 
woman has a look somewhere between bemused wonder 
and total abandon on her face. 


4. Fairy Orgy [V] 

Many brightly clad and unclad fairies enjoying 
every possible combination in, on, under, around, and 
above the vegetation in a forest or garden. There is an 
aerial daisy chain forming. 


C. Harpies [1] 

Harpies have the same sexual potential as humans 
except that, without hands, manual stimulation is not 
possible. Any human male caught by harpies is more likly 
to show terror than arousal, 


issue and the end of the last instalment of Mythsex. 
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Kyim Granger 


Subscriptions and Ordering Information 
As of January 1988 


Subscriptions to Furversion Fanzine are available on a Donation basis. One year 
(eight issues) is provided for each donation of $12 or more. 


It is Not, however, neccessary to Subscribe to the Fanzine to receive it. You can just 
submit your address and you will be added to the "Lottery". After all Subscription orders 
and Contributor issues have been mailed, a "Lottery" is held for the remaining issues of the 
printing. (If there are enough issues to give one to everyone, no lottery is held and 
everyone gets one. But from time to time, usually due to moneitary reasons, there are not 
enough issues for all and the "Lottery" is held. This drawing of names is almost totally 
random.) 


Calanders: This past year we started producing calendars to help raise money for the 
Printing Fund. All money recieved for the calendars that is not used to print the order, goes 
into the Printing Fund. 

There are two Calendars, The Furry Fandom Calendar contains art from rating PG 
to Rating R. The Furotica Calendar, when | have enough art to justify print it, will contain 
art with no restriction on its rating. Most likly it will be full of art rated from R to X. 
Availablity dates are tenitive. 


Back Issues: 

There are still copies of some issues left, and if enough people want back issues, | 
will print up another batch. At this time, Issue 1is tenitivly "Out of Print". After issue 8 is 
printed, all volume 1 issues will no longer be printed in their original form. 


Pi Avial: 
Back Issues: 
Volume 1, Issue 1- 5 Pages - May 31st, 1987 **OUT OF PRINT** 
Volume 1, Issue 2 - 16 Pages - June 30th, 1987 $1.50 
Volume 1, Issue 3 - 25 Pages - July 31st, 1987 $3.00 
Volume 1, Issue 4 - 47 pages - Sept 20th, 1987 $5.00 
Volume 1, Issue 5 - 29 pages - Nov 10th, 1987 $3.00 
Volume 1, Issue 6 - ?? pages - Jan 11th, 1988 (You are reading it) $3.00 
Calenders: 
Furry Fandom '88 $5.00 
Furotica '88 Waiting for art. Delayed until ?? $5.00 
Subscriptions: 
8 issues, 1 Year $12.00 


All checks and money orders should be made out to: 


Karl Maurer 
621 Boulevard Way 
Oakland, CA 94610 


PawPrints Y. 


san francisco calif 


